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breake the pate on thee, I am a very villaine,eome & be han°d ' 
haft no faith in cnee? a 3 

Enter Gadfoill. 

Gadfhill. Good morrow Carriers, what’s a clocke? 

Car, Ithinkeitbetwoaclocke. 

Gad. I prethe lend me thy lantcrne,to fee my gelding in the 
liable. ! ; 

1 Car. Nay by God fofc, I know a ti ickc worth two of that 
I faith. 

Gad. 1 pray thee lend me tlune* 

2 Car. 1, when, canft tell? tend me thy Iantcrne (quoth he ) 
marry He fee thee hangd firft. 

Gad. Sirra Carrier , what time doe you meane to come to 
London? 

2 Car. Time enough to goe to bed with a candle, I warrant 
thee. Come neighbour Mugs , wee’le call vp the Gentlemen, 
they will along with company, for they haue great charge. 

Enter Chamberlains, Exeunt. 

Gad. What ho : Chamberlaine, 

Cham. At hand quoth picke-purfe. 

Gad. That’s eue as faire,as at hand quoth the Chamberlaine? 
for thou varieft no more from picking of purfes , then giuing 
direftion, doth from labouring : thou laycfl the plot how. 

Cham. Good morrow mafter Gadflml, it holds currant that 
I told you yefter night,ther’s a Franckelin in the vviid of Kent, 
hathbrought three hundred marks with him in gold, Iheard 
him tell it to one of his company lafl night at fupper, a kmd of 
Auditor, one that hath abundance of charge too, God knowes 
what, they are vp already, and callfor egges and butter, they 
will away prefen tly. 

Gad. Sirra, if they meet not with Saint Nicholas darks, ile 
giue thee this necke. 

Cham, No, ile none of it, I pray thee keepe thatfor the hang- 
man, for I know thou worlhippeft Saint Nicholas, as truely as a 
man offalfhoodmay. 

C<r.Whattalkeftthoutonieof the hangman? if lhang, «e 

make a fatpaire of gallowes : for if lhang , old fir Iohn hangs 
with me, Scthou'knoWeft he is no ftaruelmg:tut, there are other 

Troians 



ofMcttry the fourth. 

Troians that thou dream’ ft not of , the.which for (port fake are 
Content to do theprofoft ion, fomc gi ace , that would(it inattets 
fhould be looktinto /or their owne credit lake make all whole. 
I am ioyned with no footland rakers, no long-ftaffe' fixpennie 
ftrikers,none ofthefe mad muftachio purplphewd malt worms, 
but with nobilitic, andtranquilUtic , Burgomafters and great 
Oneyers,fuch as can hold infuch as.wd ftnke fooner then fpeak, 
and fpeak fooner then drinkc, and drmke fooner then pray,and 
yet(zoundes) I lie, for they pray continually to their Saint the 
Common-wealth, or rather not pray to her, but, pray on her, for 
they ride vp and downe on her, and make her their bootes. 

Cham * What, the Cpmmon^wealth their bootes? will fhe 
hold out water in foule way ? 

Gad. She will, ftie will,luftice hath liquord her : we fteale as 
in a Caltle cockfure ; we liauc the receite of Fcrnefeedc, weC 
walke inuifible. 

Cham, N ay ,by my faith, T thinke you are more beholding to 
the night then to Fern,efeed,for your walking iniiifible. 

Gad. Giueme thy hand, thou lhalt haue a lhare inourpur- 
chale,as lam a true man. ; i, 

Cham. Nay, rather let me haue it, as you are a falfe theefe. 
Gad. Goto^homo is a common name to al men.- bid the Cftler 
bring my gelding out of the ftable, farewell, ye muddy .knaue. 
Enter Prince JPoines^andPeto,' &'e, 

Poin, Come llielter,fticlcer,T<haue remoou’d Falftalffes horfe, 
and he frets like a gum’d Veluct, 

Prince. Stand ciofe. Enter Falfialffe, 

Falf, Poynes, Poynes,and be bang’d Poynes, 

Prince. Peace ye fat-kidneyd ralcal, what a bx*awling doeft 
thou keepe? 

Falf. What Poynes, Hal ? 

Prin, He is walkt vp to the top of the hill,Iie go feeke him . 
Falf. I am accur’ft to rob in that thceues compaiue,the rafcal 
hath remooued my horfe, and eyed Jum I know not where, if I 
traueli but four efoote by the fquire further afoote, I lhal breake 
my winde. Well, I doubt not but to die a faire death for all 
tlus, ifl (cape hanging for killing that rogue, I haue forfwornc 
his company Lourely any time this XKii.yeare,and yet I am bc»- 
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